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The ipea of 

ff65EARCH 
WOULD NE- 
CESSITATE 
A NEW START 
FOE PAN/ 
THAT WOULD 
PELAy OU£ 
MANAGE- 
: IT HAP 
TAKEN US 
LONG EWOUStJ 
TO ACHIEVE 
THE MEASURE 
OF SECUKlT/ 
WE NOW HAP! 
I WOULDN'T 
HAVE IT/ 
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LIKE HE WAS PAZEP 
y'UNPEeSTANP'UKE 
HE PfPNT KNOW WHAT 
HE WAS COINS OB 
WHECE HE WAS 1 / HE 
WAS PRiVIN' LIKE 
CKA2y WHEN 
IT HAPPENEP-' 




A DECENT SNAPSHOT FfTOAA My 
WALLET. I PETUKTNEP TO/AY AFWfTMFNT AFTER 
SETTING THEIK PROMISE "TO CONTACT WE WHEN 
SOMETHING PEVELOPEP. SBVEgM. PA« 
L W WITHOUT WOfJP.THr- 1 11 



THE PHONE/ MAygE 
IT'S THE POLICE WITH 
NEWS OF PAN /OH. 
I HOPE IT'S GOOQ 
» NEWS 




After: the 

CALL, I WALtfEP 
TO THE WINPOW 
I LOOKEP OUT" 

AT THE crry, 

KNOWING THAT 
: »N WAS WAN- 

MRWG SICK 
t ANP ALONE 

on one op its 
[ Many streets' 
, coulp i let 
Him become 
just another 

*MISSIN& 
; FfiRSON"? 





DETAINS MEMORIES OF CERTAIN * 
PEOPLE OR PLACES — THAT HAVE 
STPONS ASSOCIATIONS FOR HIM- 
SUPPOSE I WEPF TO PO THAT W 
WITH PAN? SOME — ""-UK 
PLACE WHERE MEMO&y 
ANP ASSOCIATIONS, ' 
CROSS I MAy FINP, 
HIM/ ' - - 
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Prank ws 

off ON A 

TWO WEEKS 
BUSINESS 
TKIP UPSTATE 
TO LOOK 
OVER SOME 
PeOPERTX 
WHEN MY 
POO I? BELL 
RANG SEVERAL 
(*ys uatek 
I COULPN'T 
UNPERSTANP 
WHO |T M16HT 
0t. WHEN X 
OP-SNEP THE 
FOOT"- 



HELLO, JANE .1 \ IMGLAP 
WAS PASSING F (RANK'S SEEN AWAY 
BW I THOU&HT FOP MOST OF THE 
l'p' PieOP IN TO/ WEEKiANP tw 

set tins bopep 
aavsel.! - ' ' 




Later we ustcmbp to the concept w« 

TeATFVON A &EASSV SLOPE ABOVE THE PIT THE 
MUSK FLOWED OVEK ANP ASTOUNP US, 
rawMSUF A WONPEKFUL. WA8M FEELIN6 OP 'NNEP 
PEACE ANP SggENITV. 



f THAT'S RACHMANINOFF'S 
' PJ?ELUPE IN C SHACP MINOJ? 
loNE OF MV ALL- TIME FAVORITE 
PIECES. OP MUSIC 




GOLL.V m SOTIKEP FR-OmJ SUfE, 
THE. SWIM THAT I CAN <f T UST 
HAPPUV MOVE, ANP WWJWJ 
HUNSE/ ENOUGH TO EAT V PUT/ 
A PUFFAL.O/ HOW ABOUJ/ 
POInS THE HONORS/ - 
_ pan 7 — 
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*f«0 OF "HE 
HAPPIEST MONTHS 
OF MV LIFE 
FOLLOWS?/ 
CJARY, ANP 
PURIN6 THEM 
PAN ANP I 
MAPE ENPLE5S' 
PLAN? FOR 
OUR FUTURE. 
PAN WAS 
WORK INS ON 

ANP HIS BOSS 
MAP PROMISEP 
KIM A LARGE 
RAISE, THINGS 
LOOKEP 
BRIGHT 
UNTIL THE 

cwy i met 

HIM AT THE 
I PLANT. 




I TURNEP AWAY, FEELING SICK AT HEART ANP 
RESENTFUL OF bANS l^ALISTIC 5TANP.' IPEALS 
LIKE THAT r THOU6HT,WERE FOR PEOPLE 
WHO COULP AFFOEP THEM. ^^^^^^ 



PAN, HOW COULP you? 
you HAP A GOOP JOB 

ANP EVEKVTHIN<S WAS , .-> , — „',;r«7, ™ 
GOING SO SAAOOTHLV ^N'T REAP / TO^ - 



COME JANE— ITI5NTAS BAP AS 1 
THAT I THERE A EE OTHER JOBS, 
BETTER ONES.' I'VE A CERTAIN j 
REPUTATION IN THE PRU6 TRAPS 
NOIV. I'LL FINP SOMETHING*-"**^ 
ELSEj"" 




KVEEKS WENT 
BY. BITTER 
WEEKS FOR 
ME, AS PAN 
TUKNEP 
POWN JOB- 
OFFERS, 
l.'WAITINS FOP 
' WHAT HE 
CAU.EP THE 
"RIGHT ONE" 
THERE WEEt 
ARGUMENTS 
BETWEEN 
US AFTER 
THAT.' THEN 
PAN PHONEP 
WE TO MEET 
HI to AT 
PIETRO'S. 




HONEV THE RIGHT TOB^ 
FINALLV COME TO PAPA! 
IT'S WITH THE BI6GEST 
SpUA RE5T MOST ETHICAL 
PRUG HOUSE IN THE 
NATION. IT'S NOT A 
RESEARCH TOB, BUT A 
SORT OFAPM1NISTRA- 
TIVE POSITION .' 
IVE BEEN PT70MISEP 
A CRACK AT EIESSAecM 



OH, PAN, THATS V-L-JO EVERY- J 
WONPERFULiANP \ THING'S ALL 
I'M SO GLAP yOUlLl RIGHT WITi 
NOT BE POING RE-/OUR WORLt 
SEARCH,' TOU'VEA <AT LAST/- 
MARVELOUS CHANCE) NOW LET! 
TOGET INTO THE / CELEBRATI 
EXECUTIVE ENPOF> 
THE BUSINESS NOW ' 
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Xt wa* 

OBVIOUS 
THAT FfcANK 
HAPN'T'SEEN 
PAN SINCE 
HE ANPT 
B(TOKE OFF 
SO I PIPNT 
■ /MENTION 
' PAN PJ5- 
. APPEAR- 
I ANCe/WE 
CHATTEP 
AWHILE 
ANPI LEFT 
A* SOON 
AS POS- 
SIBLE '#5 I 
STEPPE P 
INTO THE 
STREET* 
Z THOUGHT.. 



wow coulp r eva? have 

KE&FTETTEP TURNING FRANK 
POWN IN FAVOC OF PAN? HOW 
COULP I HAVE THOUGHT I COW-P 

evei? f,e HAPpy with him? 
. IN contrast to pan, FBANK.IS 
A SHALLOW! 

'CLOWN. 




PEtHEP TO PAN, 3 COULP AP-Kjl 

■ PREC/ATE H'M? THERE'S ONLY ONE fl 
PLACE LEFT NOW I CAN GO-PIET^O'^) 
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ISLAND ROMANCE 



By John Martin 



DORY MERRIN stood on the cliff aide 
beside the old Gorm cottage. She watched 
the long lines of breakers racing past th« 
distant lighthouse between the mainland and 
the island shore. Far below, the small fishing 
town nestled like a white jewel in the grim 
harbor setting. Dory whirled toward the cot- 
tage, her roughspun skirt billowing. Her mouth 
set in a hard line. 

Then Lafe Gorm came out and with him. 
Mother Gorm, and last of all, the mainland 
girl, Sheila Cairn. Lafe piled some luggage 
into the old jalopy and started the engine. 

'Til be back, Mother Gorm," Sheila said. 
"We're just taking my heavier luggage over 
to be shipped back before I leave. No use my 
carrying it all the way to New York." 

"We've enjoyed having you. Sheila," Mother 
Gorm said. "I hope your vacation's been a 
happy one I" 
"It has!" Sheila laughed gaily. 
"Come on," Lafe called out. "We've just got 
time to make the boat for Harborough." He 
glanced at Dory. "Coming, darling?" 

Dory hesitated. Then she nodded and moved 
into the seat beside Lafe. Sheila got in after 
her. The motor revved up and the car began 
moving down the narrow, rocky road to the 
tiny town. 

"You're coming hack then?" Dory asked 
uneasily. 

"Just for two day*," Sheila replied. "I never 
realized how much fun an island vacation could 
be, until by boss recommended Mrs. Gorm's 
cottage." 

"We're all glad you came, Sheila," Lafe said 
warmly. Sheila looked past Dory at him and 
then she noticed Dory flushing. 

"The — the wind's freshening," Dory said and 
pointed, Over the horizon, clouds were piling 
up in gray masses. She was silent for a few 
minutes and then she said: "So you think Lafe 
is a really good artist, Sheila?" 

"My father was an artist, Dory," Sheila said. 
"I was taught to appreciate art. And I work 
for an art gallery. All that experience tells 
mt that Lafe's sea studies are superb art." 

"They're good," Lafe said candidly, busy at 



the wh^pl. "But maybe not good enough for 
an exhibit." 

"They are," Sheila said flatly. 

"If I thought that were true— i{ you were 
Tight — I'd go to New York, try to arrange an 
exhibit. I'd leave the fishing boats," Lafe said. 

"Why don't you try and persuade him to 
go, Dory?" Sheila asked. "You're his girl. You 
want him to do the work he can do best, don't 
you?" 

"Lafe's life is his own," Dory said absently. 
She looked up as the road led into the town. 
"He has to make his own decisions," 

At the long, narrow dock, the boat was wait- 
ing. Lafe helped Sheila pile the luggage out 
of the car. 

"Oh, for heaven's sake," Sheila said sud- 
denly. "I forgot to tell Jared Penwhistle what 
time his son was to call for me with the boat 
in Harborough." 

"I'll tell him," Dory said suddenly. She flew 
down the rocky strand toward the boatbouse. 
Lafe and Sheila came after her with the heavier 
luggage. 

"Be back in three hours!" Sheila called, wav- 
ing good-bye as the boat pulled away. Lafe 
and Dory watched until the launch had become 
a small dot. 

Then Lafe having some business down at 
the shipping exchange where fish were brought 
and weighed took the car. He left Dory to 
shop for some items for his mother. About two 
hours later he returned to the dock. Dory was 
waiting. Silently she climbed in beside him. 
He started the car. 

"We'll take the stuff home to mom," Lafe 
said. "And then come back for Sheila." He 
smiled at Dory and added: "Sheila's been good 
company, hasn't she?" The car moved off. 

Dory looked at the darkening clouds. 

"For you, maybe, Lafe," she said. 

"Don't be silly. Dory!" Lafe laughed. "For 
all of us." He reached over and kissed her, 
keeping his eyes on the road. "Sheila's trying 
to help me." 

"She wants to take you away," Dory said 
suddenly. "From all of us. From me." 

Lafe was suddenly silent and moody. 

"She wants you just for herself, Lafe, Can't 
you see that?" Dory asked. "What does shfe 
have in common with folks like us?" 
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Lafe guided the car along the steep, narrow 
road. 

"Maybe yau're right, Dory. Maybe you're 
not. The mainlanders often try to get the bet- 
ter of us fishing folk." He glanced at the sky. 

"A storm," Dory said, mollified. She nestled 
closer to Lafe. He shook his head. 

"JiMt a squall, at worst," he said. Then his 
eyes fell on the road ahead, where the cottage 
of Abner Kramer, his nearest neighbor, stood. 
"Look!" Lafe exclaimed. "Mrs. Kramer's out 
in the road. She's signalling us to stop!" 

The jalopy ground to a halt. Mrs. Kramer 
came up, tearful. 

"Abner's hurt, Lafe,— hurt bad!" she said. 
"Fell off the kitchen roof and busted his leg!" 
She led Lafe and Dory round the house. Lafe 
bent over Abner, who lay groaning on the hard 
toil. 

"It's butted, all right, Abner," Lafe said, 
after a short examination. "Think you can hold 
out until we get you over to Harborough and 
a doc? Nat Penwhistle is coming back with 
his father's boat in about half an hour.'" 

Abner nodded, groaning. Lafe put a rough 
splint on the leg and helped him into the car. 
Mrs. Kramer sat with her husband in the back 
Beat while Lafe and Dory drove back to town. 

The horizon was bare of sail or hull when 
the car stopped at the foot of the dock. 

"Not a boat in," Abner commented bitterly. 
He bit his lip in pain. Mrs. Kramer tried to 
soothe him. 

Lafe got out of the car as the first drops 
of rain fell, after parking it under a shed near 
the dock. He went down to the boathouse to 
Bee Jared Penwhistle, who owned the launch, 
his son Nat captained. The rain thickened to 
a squall. Then Lafe came back, white and 
Stern. He went straight to Dory, who stood 
beside the car. 

"Jared said you told him that Sheila wanted 
Nat to pick her up at four o'clock." Lafe said 
grimly. "Dory, you know perfectly well, that 
Sheila expected him at one o'clock ! You lied !" 

Under the pitiless accusation of his eyes 
Dory's defenses crumbled. She trembled, nod- 
ding, frightened. 

"I— I had to lie. Lafe." she said, shrinking 
back, "Sheila wanted to take you from me. 
You said yourself you might go to New York." 
Hereyes fell. "I thought the delay would keep 
her in Harborough overnight, long enough for 
me to talk you out of going, long enough for 
the storm to break. It might have kept her 
away for days. Oh, Lafe, I didn't want to lose 



you. I didn't mean to hurt others — especially 
Abner. If it hadn't been for me, the boat might 
have been back by now . . ." 

Abner Kramer groaned. Lafe peered through 
the curtain of rain. It was beginning to abate. 
He'd been right. There would be no real storm. 
Then Abner pointed, shouting hoarsely. 

"There's a boat! Not Jared's— one of the 
Harborough craft!" 

They watched the swift launch tear through 
the water toward the dock. 

"It's Sheila!" Lafe cried. "She's come back!" 

The launch docked and Sheila, dripping, 
jumped ashore. Without taking time to ex- 
plain, Lafe hirstled Abm-i aboard. Mrs. Kramer 
and Dory followed. Then Lafe. holding onto 
Sheila's hand, drew dec aboard and directed 
the pilot to return to Harborough. 

"You'll be okay now. Abner." Lafe said. 
"Thanks to Sheila," He turned to the puzzled 
Sheila and explained. He didn't keep anything 
back. Dory was red with embarrassment. Then 
Sheila nodded. 

"I knew the squall wasn't serious, so when 
Nat Penwhistle didn't turn up on time, I hired 
this boat to get back in time, so 1 could give 
you the good news," Sheila said. Then she 
looked in pity and understanding at Dory, who 
was weeping silently. She glanced back at. 
Lafe. 

"I wired my office, Lafe." she said. "And on 
my recommendation, they're financing a trip 
for you to New York. You're to bring all your 
canvases. The office is arranging an exhibit in 
their own galleries. And I'm positive it's going 
to be a success!" 

Lafe glanced at Dory. Her face lit up with 
anguish and the deep, mature pain of realiza- 
tion. 

"I'm glad. Oh, I'm so glad, Lafe I" Dory 
cried, clinging to him. "I realize how selfish 
I was. how blindly I caused you— and Abner 
—pain. I— I want you to go. I'll wait, Lafe. 
I'll wait! No matter how long you're away!" 
She glanced guiltily at Abner. 

"Forget it, lass," Abner grunted. "All of 
us make bull-headed mistakes. But we all learn 
as we grow older." 

BORY buried her face in Lafe's ready 
shoulder. He put his arm about her com- 
fortingly. Sheila smiled. 

Lafe squeezed Dory affectionately and 
grinned. 
"We all learn," he echoed. 

THE END 
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